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organisations. We worked in the slums and I found
it interesting but it was very depressing to see so
much poverty and misery and yet not be able to
do much to relieve it.

In January 1935 mother came to visit us.
Jawahar was in jail and Kamala was undergoing
treatment in Calcutta. Bapu had been asking
mother to come to Wardha for a short visit and she
decided to go there as she was all alone in Allaha-
bad. From Wardha she came to Bombay. It was
her first visit to my new home and I was very happy
to have her. She intended staying just a month
but unfortunately after about three weeks she got
an attack of paralysis and was terribly ill for a
couple of months. My sister and aunt came to Bom-
bay and we spent many anxious days and nights
while mother hovered between life and death.

During this time when mother was convalesc-
ing our son Harsha was born on the 1st of February
1935. Mother was over-joyed. He was her first
grandson as my brother and sister both had
daughters.

Slowly mother recovered from her illness but
it was merely the beginning of the end. She was
never her old self again.

In April 1935 Kamala who had been ill for
sometime became worse. The doctors advised her to
go to Switzerland as soon as she could travel. At
that time she was in a Sanatorium in Bhowali, a
small hill station in the United Provinces. Raja
and I decided to go and see her and be with her for
sometime before she left. So we took our two-
months old baby and went to Bhowali. We spent a
month with her before she left. Little did we realise
then that we were never going to see her again.
Almost a year later Kamala died.

Four days after the news of her death, our son
Ajit was born. His birth would normally have been